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CHAPTER VIIL

OBBY RIGBY aud Gray-
don Bunsemer were Dos-
om frieuds In Cuteago;
they bad bVeen clnssmates
st Yale. It bad leen a
question of money with

Bobby from the beginning. According
to Lls own admission, Lis money Wis
A soource of greut anpoyauce o blm,
He was not out af debt but once and
then before he fully realized it. So up-
ugunl was the condition that be could
not sleep. The first thing he did ln the
morniug was to borrow right pud left
for fear another attuck of Insomnbin
might Interfere with his training for
the football eleéven,

Robertson Ruy Rigby, tmmorinlized
ns Bobby, bad gone i for athletics,
where e learped to thiink nmd oet
quickly, He was called oue of the
lightest but bendiest gquarterbacks (o
the vast. No gridiron ol ever escaped
his “Jimimy"™ or “Toppy ar “Fop™ ot
“Johnny,” When Houally be buug oul
his shilugle I Chleugo—"Robertson R.
Righy, Attorney ot Law"—he lost his
fdentity even mmone his classmnios. 1t
was weeks Defore the fnet became geén-
etally kuowun that It wias Bobly who
waited for clients behind the deceptive
shivgle,

The lodulgent uuut who bad supplied
bim with funds ln college was rich in
business Liocks aud appronent bulid-
Ings, und now Mr, Roberison K. Rigby
wus her man of affales. When be went
in for business, the old push of the
football fleld Ald not desert bl He
was very ruch nlive aud very vigor-
ous, aod It did not take him long to
Slearn the slgoals™

With his aunt's unfultering prosper-
ity, bis own ready wii and unbridled
versutiiity be wos uot long in estab-
lishing himself safely In his profession
and in soclety. Everybody liked him,
thougl no one took hitm seriovsly ex-
cept when they came to trunsact busi-
ness with him. Then the wittiness of
the drawing room turued lnto shrewd-
ness us It crossed the office threshold.

The day after the Cabie dinner Bob-

» “by yowped and stretched through his

mornlog mall, He bad glept but little
the night before. and all on necount of
a certain, or rather uncertain, Miss
Clegg That petite and aggravating
young woman had been especlully ex-
asperating at the Cable dinper. Mr
Rigly, superbly confldent of his stand-
ing with her, encountered difficulties
which put him very much out of tem-
per, For the first time there was an
apparent rift in her constuncy. Never
before had she shown such signs of
fluctunting, He could not understand
it—in fact, he dared not undersiund It
“She wag a most annoylng young per-
son,” sald Mr. Rlgby to himself wrath-
fully more thin once after be went to
bed that night. Anybow, he could not
gee what there was abont Howard
Medford for any girl to countenance,

» “much less to admire, Mr. Modford cer

tainly bad ruined the Cable dinuner par-
ty for Mr. Rigby, and be was full of
resentment,

“Miss Keating," called Mr. Righy for
the third titwe, “may 1 luterrupt your
conversation with Mr. Deever long
enough to ask a question that has been
on my mind for twenty minotes?’

Mr. Deever was the raw young gen-
tleman who read lnw In the office of
Judge Bmith next door, Bobby maln-
tained that if be read law at all it was
at night, for be waa too busy with oth-
er occupations during the day.

Miss Keating, startled, turned round-
about promptly. “Yes, sir,” at last
came from the pert young woman pear
the window.

“] goess Il be golug,” sald Mr. Dee
ver resentfully, rislng siowly from the
slde of ber desk on which be had been

lounging,

“Walt 8 winote, Eddle™
Misy Keating. "What's your bharry?'
Aud then she nlmost soapped out,
“What Is 1t, Mr. Righy ¥

“1 merely wanted to nsk If you bave
sufficient time to let me dictate & fow

‘short letters that ought to go out to

duy" sald Bobly sarcastically. And
then added with mook upology:
move, Me Deover. If yoo'te not In

mlllutuua"tm you've certaluly
not In wine"

Cable

Avthor of "Beverly of Graustark,” Etc.
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| bave some reading to do today.”
| Deever was tall, awkward and homely
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thouglits concerdlng one Mliss Clege.
For the life of him Robby Rigbhy couild
not (mmedintely frame a reply to the
startling wmissive, BEddie Deever stirred
restiessly on the window ledge.
“Don't hurry, Eddiz!" called Mins
Keating distinetly aod [nsinpatingty.
“Oh, I guess I'll be golog!" be called
back, beginping to roll a clgnrette. *I
AMr

and a lot of other things that would
have discournged n less self satlafied )
“lady’s man.” Judge Smith suld he
was hopeless, but that he might do bet-
ter nfter e was tweanty-one

“What are you rending now, Eddle?"
neked Miss Kaenting, complacently ey
ing Mr, Righy. *‘Raffles? "

“Law, you Wiot! said Eddle scory-
fully, golng out of the door.

“Oh! Well the law 15 never In na
nworry, don't you know? It's like Jus
tive—the slowest thing in town!" she|
cilledd nfter bilm as his footsteps died
awny

“Ready ¥ sald Bobby, resolttely.
“Take this, please” And slowly and
earefully he proceeded to dictnie:

Mr. Denis Marbert, New York:

Doar Danls—1 dinnnot tell you how much
your letter sutprised me. What yoa sy
peemy  preposterous. There must be »
mistake. It cannot be this man | know
bim quite well, and he seems ns siralght
aa o string and & gentiemian too.  His son
yout know as well as I, There Isn't a bets
wr fellow In the world. Xr. B has o
falrly good business here. His transie-
tons open and aboveboard. T'm sure |
have never heard & word sald nguingt
lnlm or l.lu mu\huﬁz lau nre mistaken;

J0il cerest Jemes Bansemoer soenisd
e daTkest tneychery (o Gmydol, eten
though the son should oot become
anigbe of the slmation,

Eator In the afternoon Bobby went
guiltily Into g telegraph aflce and seni?
awasr a carefully worded dispateh. The
gnswer g to him at the elub that
evenlog while e was playing blillands
with young Bansemer, who even then
wins eager to be off L0 keep the prom-
{sed appointment with pretty Miss Ca-
ble.

The telegram, which be opeved while
Graydon impatiently chalked his cue
and walted for him to play, was brief
and convincing. 1t read:

Watch him, bty &ll means. Ha Is not

mafe. My word for It. Thera ls no mis
take.

:.'.?
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CHAPTER 1X.
HE ltte room off the 1k
/ brary wias Jone's “den.™

Her father had n better
pame for it He ealled
It her “web”™ but only
in wocret conforence. Grayidon Bawe
semer lounged there ln Dblissful con:
templation of a roseate fate, all the
more enjoyuble because his very eage
was the connterpolse of doubt and un-
certalnty. No word of love had passed
between the mistress of the web and
lyer loyal vietim. But eyes and blood
had tmnslated the mysterious, volee-
tess langunge of the heart into the sim-
plest of sentences, They loved and
they kuew it
After leaving Rigby &t the club Gray-

\qu mlslll inwatlsniq a lNttle further
and, assuring yourself, do all In your
pawer to chetk such atorleg as You re-|
te. Of courss I'll do ns you suggesi,
bt I'm pouitive I can find nothing dla-
creditable In his deallngs hoere.

Keep e posted on everything. As ever,

FOUrL

Miss Keating’s anxlety was aroused.
After a very long silence she took the
relns into ber own hands. *“ls Mt
Briggs In trouble? she asked at a ven.
ture. Mr. Briggs was the only cllent
ghe could think of whose nnme bagun
with a B,

Briggs? What Briggs?" asked Dob.
by, relighting hig pipe for the fourth
thnie,

*“Why, outr Mr. Briggs"
Miss Keatlng curtly,

“I'm sure I don't know, Milss Kent-
ing. Has he been around lately?”

*1 thuught you were referring to bun
in that letter,” she sald succinetly,

“Oh, dear wme, no; another party ol
together, Miss Keating, Isn't the type
writer in working order this mors
Ing?" he asked, eying her machine Ly
nocently. Bhe sniffed and started to
reply, but thought better of it. Then
she begnn pounding the keys briskly,

“It works Uke a charm,” she sl
back geninlly.

The letter that caused Bobby such
perturbation came in the morning mnil
His friend bad lald bare some of the
old stories concerning James Banse
mer and cautioped him not to become
involved In transactions with the for-
mer New Yorker. Harbert's state
ments were positive In charncter, aud
he seemed to know hls case thorodghly
well. While the charges na they came
to Righy were general, Harbert had
sald that be wan quite ready to be ape-
cifie,

All day long the letter hung llke o
cloud over young Mr. Righy. He waa
to have lunched with Graydon and wis
much relleved when young Bansemer
telephoned that be could not joln ‘him,
Rigby found himself in a very uncom-
fortable position, If the stories from
New York were true, even though he
Inew nope of the Inside facts, Gray-
don's father was pretty much of &
scalawag, to say the least. He wos
not well acqualnted with the lawyer,
but he now recalled that be never had
liked the man, Bansemer had impress-
ed him from the begloning as heart-
less, designing, utterly unlike his clean
hearted son.

Bobby loved Graydon Bansemer ln
the way that one man loves & true
friend. He was certaln that the son
knew nothing of those shady transunc-
tlons—if they renlly existed ns Harbert
painted them—but an exposure of the
father would be a blow from which be
could not recover.

It came nt lost to Rigby that be was
not the only one In Chleago who held
the secret.  Other members of the bar
bad beéen warneqd long befote the news
camig to him, and it was momlly cer
tnln that It the facts were as bad as
lutimated the pollce also werd In pos
m of them,

At the same time Righy felt o cor
tnln moral respongibillty Involving him-
self, Bansémor at any time might ap
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the marrow with the prophecles of the
nicht, His heart was in that little room
off the library—and had been there for
monthe, It wns the abode of bhis
thoughts. The stars out sbhove the cold,
I glittering Inke danced merrily for him
as he whirled up the Drive. The white
garpet of Februnry erinkled and creak-
ed with the chill of the nlr, but his
heart was hot ond safe and sure. He
knew that she knew what he was com-
ing for that night—the first Klssl

Jane's fuce wos warm; ber eyes bad
the tender glow of joy expectant; ber
volce was soft with the promise of
coming surrender. Their bands met
and clasped as she stood to welcome
him fn the ped, seductive dimness of
the little throneroont. His tall frame
quivered; his lean, powerful, young
face betrayed the hunger of his beart;
bis volee turnel busky. It was not ae
he hod plaoued. Her beaoty—her mere
presence—swep: him past the prelimi
nary feurs and doubts. llis bandclasp
tightened, and bis face drow resistioss-
Iy to hers. 'Then thelr hands went sud-
denly cold

“You know, don’t you, Jane, darling?'
he murmored

“Yes," ghe answered after o moment
softly, securely, [le crusbicd her In his
strong arms. All the worlld seemed to
have closed in abont ber. Her cyes,
suffused with buppiness, looked swoeet-
Iy into his untll she cloged them with
the coming of the first kiss. 1 love
you—oh, 1 Jove you!" she whispered,

“1 worship you, Jane!" be responded,
“T have always worshiped you!”

It was all 8o natural, 80 normal The
love that had been sllent from the first
had spoken, that was all—had put into
words Its untold story,

“Jane, 1| am the proudest being in
the world!" be sald, nelther knew how
long afterward, for nelther thought of
time. They were sitting on the couch
in the corner, thelr turbulent hearts at
rest. “To think, aftar all, that such o
beautiful belng as you can be mive
forever! It's—why, It'a Inconceivable!”

“You were sure of me all the time
Graydon,” sbe remonstrated. “1 tried
to hide it, but 1 couldn't You must
have thought me a perfect fool all
these montha"

“You are very much mistaken, If yon
please. You did hide it so successiully
at times that I was sick with uncer
mnw‘ll

“Well, It"a all over now,” she smiled.
And he sighed with a great rellef,

“All over but the—the wedding." he
sald.

“Oh, that's a long way off, Let's not
waorry over that, Gmydon.”

“A long way off? Nonsense! 1 won't
walt”

“Won't?

“I shouldd have sald can't. LelUs see.
This is February, March, dearest?’

“Graydon, yob arve so much younger
than | thought. A glirl simply cannot
be hurrigl throngh a—an engagement
Next wiater”

“Next whnt? That's nearly n year,
June, s nbgoed! 'm ready.”

“T koow, It's mighty noble of you
too. But I Just can’t, dearest. No one
aver does."

“Dion't—don't your think I'm projared
to take enre of you® he sald, stmighl-
ening up n biL

into his eavnest eyes ond langhed so
adombly that his reseutinent was ool
passing

ST can't give you a homs like this”
he expliined. . “Rut yon know "1l give
you the hest 1 havw ol my (e
Fou enn't hilp suegeeding. Gy
SErery one

ﬁut’ﬂm I'mone afral’, 1t
e of ot Tt Lan't the bowse

s the hmm You wm!

8he Inoked at his strong funre and |
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d | tae, but we

et e remini
*Helore you
décided on
ans witiine

ol deckded bef

fe this evening'l bad
Japuary pext,

are [ came, eh?

she sald unblushingly.
o voit haid devided on the early
kprt i1 Meten, dear. | o willing
to i eptember of this year”

“*One. two, three—seven months,
Thes seota ke yeurs Jane Yau won't
gy June ¥ |

“Plense . Dlvase et e Ui ve sote aof
thi etk stie  pleuded

h:lnM sevtoed &t il like u proposal

I've res been chented of that, you
must remomber, dear. Let me say at
least. ns they ail do that I'H give yoo
AR anEwer in thiee do

“Granted il adwsit It waso't the
sort of praposal one rends about in

novels -
Dut it was precisely as they are in
real e 'mosurie. No one Lhas o stere-

bt now 1|

"t | o

B : ue™ Mrs. Calle's lght
I Kjre i | Cros
fn in i 1y 3 ISPIDAr Wis
TG LR AL } i far ber w o
ter. He bad o feetiog cllimpee of Jane
ns that tall younz woiian turned down

the stolrwus

Frances Cable's face was white and
draws, and ber eves wepe wet, Hor
huslsind starved forwand as sbe extend
ed her bhno I'\JT'H Ho « them

n ig own and looked down Into Ner|

face with the rlu:--'. tenderness and
wistfuloess o iz Her ULody
gwared suddenly, hiis espresslon
changed to cne of sarprise and alarm,
“Don't—don't mind, dear” he sald
boarsely, *“It bod to come. Sit down,
do. There. Good Lord, Frapcee, |If
you ery now 1U-—-1" to smash!"
He gt down aleuptly be arin of
the big leatlier chalr which she

awhn
and

go all

on

thto

otyped propmssl any wore, The then
always tike It for granted and begin
Plunnlug things before a girl can suy
{111

“Ah, | soe It has happened to yoo™
he snld, jealons at once.

Well, lsn't that the way
powadaysY' she demnnded
“A lellow  hos 1o (eel
sure. | dare say,
chanee. No one
you kunow,” be admlited
way, | brought this-—er—this ring
with me, Jape™

“You darling!™ sbe crled as the ring
slipped down over ber Unger And
then for the next hour they planaed,
nnd the future seemsd o thonsuiudfold
brighter than the present, glotious ns
it was.

*“You can't belp succeading,” she re
peatad, “the same né your father has
Isn't he wonderful? Oh, Graydon, T'm
so prond of you!" she cried enthngl
asticnlly,

1 ¢an pever be the man that
governor 18" gald Graydon loyaily. 1
conldn’'t be nx Lig as futher If 1 Hved
to be 124 He's the best ever! He's
done everytbing for me, Jane," the son
went on warply, “Why, he aven left
denr old New York and came to Cli
dear, TEs the place
for & young mnan, he says, and he gave
up o grent practice so that we wight
b bere together. Of course he could
succerd anywhere, Wasn't It bully of
him to come to Chicago just—just for
me "

“Yes, Oh, If you'll only be as good
looking ns be Is when you are ffty
five!" she sald so plalntively that he
lmughad aloud. “Yaou'll probably be
very fat and very bald by that time."”

“And very healthy, if that can make
It seem more horrible to you," he add

men  do

reasonably
Lefore be takes a
wunts to e refased.
“Oh, by the

ap

the
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s U0 wome me De sat ponderimg

while ghie stared reflectively into the
fire opposite. Then. squaring his shoul:
ders as Il preparing for a treing task.
he amounced firmiy: I suppose 1'd
Just ag well see your father tonight,
dearest. He likes me, I'm sure, and -
I don't think he'll refuse to let me have
you. Do gou?”

“My dnd's just as fair as yours, Gray,”
she sald, with a smlle, “Ie's upstalrs
in his den. 1'll go to mother, 1 know
she'll be happy—oh, 20 happy!"

Binsemeor found David Cable in his
room upstairs, his smoking and think-
ing room, as he called it

“Come in, Graydon, Don't stop to
knock. How are you? Cignratte?
Take a cigar, then. Bad night ontside,
Isn't it

“Is 1?7 I hade't—er—uooticed,” sald
Graydon, dropping Into a chalr and
nervously nipping the end fromn cigar
“Have yon been downtown?”

“Yes. Just got in a few minotes ago,
The road expects to do a lot of work
west his year, and ['ve been tnlking
with the ways and means gentlemen—
a polite and parliamentary way to put
lt-il

“I suppose we'll all be congratulating
You after the annuoal election, Mr, Ca
ble?”

“Oh, that's just talk, my boy. Wine
mann s the logical man for president.
But where 18 Jave 7"

“She's—ah~downstalrs, | think,"” sald
the tail young man, puffing vigorously.
“1 eame up—er—to seée you ahout Jauve,
Mr, Cablé. | have asked her to be my
wife, sir.

For 4 full minute the keen eyes of
the older man, sharpened by strife and
expgrience, looked straight Into the
earnest gray eves of the young man
who now stood across the room with

his hand on the mantelplece. Oable’s
clgair was held polsed in his fingers,
half way to his lips. Graydon Bap-
semer felt that the man aged a year In
that brief moment.

“You know, Gmaydon, 1 love Jane
myself,” sald Cable at Inst, arising
slowly. Hls volee shook.

“l know, Mr, Cablle. She I8 every-
thing to you. And yet I have come to
ask you to give her to me”

“It fsn't that 1 have not suspected—
aye, known—what the outcome wonld
be,” sald the other mechaniedlly, “She
will marey, I know. It is right that
she shoull. 1t I8 vight that she should
marry you, my boy. You—you do love
bor?" He ashed the question almost
fiercely.

“With all my soul, My, Cable; She
loves o 1 don't kuow how to con-
yince you thut my whole e will bo
given fo her happiness 1 am sude |
ﬂnl!__

“E know.  Its all vlgbts ey boy. b=
it conts m good deal to let ber go, but
I'd euthier give her to you than to any
man: U'vo over knowi. 1 belleve In
.-’4w;n

“Thunk  you, Cabio,” sald Gray-
dou  Bansomier:  Two strong Lamds
c¢laspodiench athor. and theéro was oo
Alstaking (e Witegrity of the graep,

“But 15 Ix g matter 1o which Jané's
mother f4 far e deeply conceraed
this L* adr:cd the oldgr man  “Sha

box,” 1 Hhow that o he
musl lioth abide by ber
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bad sunk |lmply. Sometling
to choke bim, and hls flugers went
pervousiy to his collar. Before them
stood the stralght, strong fgure of the
min who was to have Jane forever.

Neither of them—nor Jane—kuew
what Franeces Cable hind sufferod tllil"-
Ing the last hour, She accldentally bad
bheard the words which passed be m &en
the lovers o the den dowunstalrs, She
was prepared when Jane cate to ber
with the news Inter on, but that prep-
aration tbad cost her wmore v of
them ever conld Enow

gov e

thnn nu

Lying buck In a chalr after she bhad
almost ¢rept to ber roow, she starxd
white fuced nnd frightened ot t 8

wRme 511-1':1-11 wi
All Rwng
wis cowing. Th
inevitable. Love ns it grew

had knowy
8he «couyld

no regard [or |
not have
s conld not now fr
culwingtiou, apd yet ns
and stared inuto the past
ghe kuew: that It wns
dritk of the ¢cup
Ing—the cup of thefl joy
bitterness

Fear of exposure at the hnod of )
Graydon Bansemer's father bad kep! |
her purposaly blind to the Inevitable
Her woman's lotultlon’ long since had
convinced her that Graydon was not
like his fnther, She kpew him
honorable. unoble. falr and worthy, |
Long and often hed she wondered ut |

prex

ETowWih;

Kl sat there
ad the futurn
left for Ler 1o
which they were flll

nud of hl‘rl

to Lo

his son to g0 to the extreme point In
relation with Jane, AS she gat there
and suffered it came to her thnt the
man perbaps hnd & purpose after all— |
an onfathowible, seifish deslgna which
none conld forestuil. She kpew him for
all that bhe was. In that knowledge she
fell u slight, timid sense of power. [e
i stood for honor o far as his son wns
concerned,
pase him If he sought to expose her
But all conjectures, all fears, paled
Into insignificooes with the one gremt
terror—whiat would James Buansemer
do In the end? What would he do at
the Inst minute to prevent the mar-
ringe of his son and this child of un-
known parentage? What was to be his

obnoxious colls about her all the time.
Even now she could feel his hand upon

per. Now she found herself face to
face with the crisls of all these years
Her only hope lay 1o the thought that
neither conld afford the scandol of an
open declaration. Bansemer was mer
clless, and be wns no fool

Kuowing Graydon to be the son of
#coundrel, she coold onder ordioary
circomstances have forbldden her
dauvghter to marry him. [o this |u.
stance she could not say him nay. The
venom of James Bansemer iu that
event would have no mensure of pity
In bher beart she prayed that desth
might come to bher nid In the destruce
tion of James Bansemer.

1t was not until she beard Granydon
coming up the stairs that the solution
finshed into ber brain. 1f Jane becnme
the wife of this cherlehed son Jumes
Bansemer's power was gone!
wounld be scaled forever. She laughed
aloud In the frenzy of hope 8Bhe
laughed to think what o fool she wonld
bave been to forbid the murriage. The
marringe? Her salvation!

n leaf. She was obliged to confess
that she had heard part of thelr conver-
sation below In order to mccount for
ber maoner. When Jane confided to
ber that she huad promised to marry

Graydon in Beptember—or June—she
urged ber to avold a long engagement.
She could say no more thun that

Now she sat llmp belore the two
men, n wan smile straying from one
to the other, exbsusted by her sup-
pressed emotions. Suddenly, without a
word, she beld oot her hand to Gray-
dotw  In her decpest soul she loved
this manly, strong hearted young fel-
low. She knew, after all, he was wor-
thy of the lest woman in the lnnd

“You know? cried Graydon, clasp-
Ing her hand, his eyes glistening. “Jane
hat told you? And you—you think we
waorthy #*

“Yes, Graydon—you are worthy.”
8he looked long Into his eyes, senrch-
g for o tce of the wajevolenes thut
glowed in those of his fatber. They
were falr amd bonest and swest. amd
sbo swmiled w hersell. She womlerei
what s mother hid been ke

“Ihen 1 may bave her?" ha orled
fhe Jpoked np at her husband, snd be
podded his head.

"Our little girl” lhe mponourel, 1t
wil cume Hack to her ke 8 Hash.  Hor

stenltb=and she shuddered.  Her hand
teambipd, und ber eyves grew wide with
repugnmnce a8 thoy wirnsd agaln Hpon
Graydon Baosemier.
el i aaement.

“Oh. ooi it eanoot, cannot ba!" &he
mopned, without takiug ber eyes from
Groydon's fuce. o the Snme instunt
ghie recovervd hegself aol croved ls
pardon. 1 aw dstressed—it is s hard

! bnd

| dnd ever laf

Jiines Bansemer's deslign 1o permitting | we

In falr piny she could ex- |
! he sald enrnestly.

tribute to the final scene In the droma? |
Bhe knew that he was tightening bis |

her arm, could hear his sibilant whis- |

His lips |

Jone found i
her nimost hysterical, trembling lke

deception, Ler Imposition; bher years of |

Both men drew |

1 she panled
1'... gt bad comwe
thiat Jumes Bansomey

rong  purptse iu letting
ry Jane Cible. She nuever
t that Batsemer
knew the parents of the ¢hiid she had
adopted 1t bad downed upon her In
the dash of thut woment that the mar-

The

bod a

bis ’on Wi

censedd to believe

ringe might mean 4 gréat deal to thia
cnlewlating father. “David. won't you
Jeuve s for o few utes? There I8
sotmething [ want to say 10 Geavdon™

David CoWe besitaged I an |nstant
nnd then showly et the room, cloring
the door behind him. e was siranges
Iy puzzled over thut momentarsy axposi-

tion of emotion on the pait of his wife.
He was o man of the world, and he
knew Hu v from the dregs up, but
it was many days the sturtling
suspicion #truek in her an-

f feallng. It did mot
fter Le potleed that
rns paying marked

wife,

feus

hefore

In to expla
1

alled for display

‘u Graydon, Mrs, Cable
nervouasly l irried to the [u-i:,t_ sShe
wad Jeter ul::-..l to sntlsly herself that

got share her sectet with

the sot did

father Etow that
" whe nekod.
HUSPOC e,
i toasd me nuot A
"tn golng to tell Wim

you

mean ue

He bas not known Jane very long,
rou know "
“Long enongh to ndmire ber nbove

all others, He has often told mwe that

Ehe s the fnest girl ho's eveor met. Ohb,

'ty sure father will Le plegised, Mis,
i ‘I i"

"1 met your futher lu New York, of

I presuiae be b

h, ses: 1 belleve ho

met you ot Hoo-
had never seen

@ nfter we
nlght, He
" »
“Nor Jane

Oy, ho

| dore say.”
I knew
l eves on her"

In bis eyes satisied her over

Jane loug before
The look
all that

lie knew nothlpg more
“Yon love her eoough to sacrilice
aaything on earth for her? she asked

| =suddenly,

"Yeu, Mrs Cable)” be atiswered sime
‘Yoo wounld renounce all eise in the
iwhd for her sake ™

“1 belleve thut's part of the soryice™
be sald, with p smile. “Jane 1o worth
all of thut aod more. Bhe shall be Orst
In my beurt, in my mind, for all time,
If that Is what you mean, Mis. Cable.
Belleve me, | mean that™

“Mr. Bangemer says that you dre like
your mother” she mused wistfolly.

“Thaty why he loves me. he also
snys, 'm sorry 't not llke father"
“He's groat!” Bhe
turned her face awny so thar he might
not see the look in ber eves. *1 think
Jane Is lke"—= [le paused Io confa-
slon, “Like her father lie eonclud-
el, Bhe arose abruptly and took his
band Iu bers

“Go to I, Geaydon,” she sall). “Tell
her thut Mr, Cable and 1 wunt you to
be our son, Good night and God bleas
you." She preceded blm to the stalrs
| wuy and sgaly shook hands with him,
David Cable was uscending.
“Graydon,” sald the latter, paunsing
| balfway up as the other came down,
“yoti were ready to congratulate me In
adyvance on the prospect of lhecoming
president of the P, L. and A. Do you
know thnt I was once an ordinary Ores

a | man?"

“Certaluly, Mr, Cable. The rise of
David Cable ks knowp to every ope'” |

“Thut's all. 1 just wanted to be sore.
June was not boro with a sllver spoon,
you know."

"Ang yet she Is Jane Cable.” sald the
young man prondiy. Then be burrled
on dowu to the expectsot. throbbing
Jane

Friances Cable sut at her escritolre
for un hour, ber bralo working with
feverish energy She wus seeking out
the right step lo take In advance of
Jamwes Bapsewer, Her busband sat
alone in his den aod smoked long after
| she bad taken her step and retired to
rest. but not to wleep. On ber desk lny
half & dozen lnvitations, two of them
from the exclusive set to whose Inuer
clreles ber ambltious, vigorous aspira-
tions were forcing her. She pushed
them aslde and with narrowed eyes
wrote to Jnmes Bapsemer—wrote the
nofe of the diplomat who seeks to [ore-
stall:

Dear Mr, Bansemer—Doulitless Graydon
will have told you h.. good news belore
this reaches you, but Mr, Cable and I fesl
that we cannot permit the hour to pass
without assuring you of our own happe
wess and of our complete approval, Wil
rou dine with us this evanlug—en familla
=at seven-thirty. FRANCES CABLE.

David Cable read the note and sent it
¢arly the next morning by special mes-
senger to Jumes Baogewmer, The en-
gngement of Jane Cable and Graydon
Bansemer was snpounced o the even-
ing papers.
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Music AL the State Foke

[ Weil's Band will pliy ot the
Stmte Fuir doring the comiag
toxhibition, Ogtohor 30 iy
!l"‘li'l'll'll‘.'."-l band - will  ¢ortdinly
plense the visitors uad i¢ is 9%

pected that it wisl meh

v, peonmm
W b

hitat Bedinlin, Ves daile oo
corts will be given and wvaey-
body will want thew,




